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head held down* I begged, I scolded, I cursed, nothing
would make her change her position or open her lips. At
first I thought it was a joke, but I soon saw it was deadly
earnest. I had once more been duped and humiliated by the
wretched woman.
My love turned to rage. I shook her like a bundle of
rags; I rolled her over and over; she said never a word. My
hands became like the claws of a wild beast; I ill-used her,
I struck her, I even tried to strangle her. I spoke to he*
in evenr tone, used gentleness, anger, argument, remon^
strance, threats, despair, prayers, tears, insults, for three
long hours. She remained impervious to them all. At last,
I made up my mind to leave her. My head burning, my body
worn out, my mind conscious of its degradation, I left the
accursed house. I gained my house, shivering with cold and
fever; I could touch nothing, and for several days was con-
fined to my bed, aching in ever}* limb and racked with pain.
I gave orders to my servants to admit no one, and to place
all my letters on my desk. When at last I was sufficiently
recovered to attend to them, imagine my joy at finding one
from Pauline, written from Madrid. My faithful Clair-
mont, she said, had saved her life as they were fording a
river, and as she could never hope to find another servant so
devoted, she had decided to keep him with her till she
reached Lisbon, and send him back by sea from thence. I
was glad at this for her sake, but it was fatal to him, poor
fellow. The ship in which he embarked was wrecked; I
supposed that he had perished in the waves, for I never saw
him again.
There was a letter from Miss Charpillon, and two from
her infamous mother, who said in one her daughter was fll
in bed and covered with bruises, the result of my ill-treat-
ment, and that she was going to institute proceedings against
me at once. In her second letter she said she heard I was fll
too, and regretted it the more as her daughter admitted
that I might have some reasons for complaint. Miss Char-
pillon's letter was a model of hypocrisy* She owned that

